There Is No Safer Guide
Than Our Past Reputation.
Hence we have established in con-

nection with our
Men’s Clothing Dcpartment
Our
New Women's Ready-lo-Wear
Depariment.

We have devoted our entire second

floor for this Department. bringing be-
fore you a line of .

Man Tailored Svits and Wraps
that have

CHARACTER, FITTING QUALITY
AND BEST MATERIALS.

Onr Beautiful Parlors are unsurpassed
by any City in the South, contain-

PONY JACKET SUITS
NORFOLKS IN THE NEW PLAIDS

¢ SMMI

OPERA WAISTS. }CHALLIE WAISTS. FURS

ing a choice selection of

SWELL ETONS,

[BOX COATS,
-FIT+ED COATS,
S1LK WAISTS.

All Alterations Free of Charge.
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it is possible to do.

If so get W. R. RENFRO to drill you \.,
.a well.
throughout Central Kentucky for 30
years, aud has made a reputation by 3
good work and bonest dealings. \Y/
feels that he can refer with confidence \.[
to the citizens of that section.

Avoid accidents and vexaticus delays by having
* drilled by an experienced and successful firm.
is equipped with the latest improved steam and horse power ma-
N chinery. and assisted by skilled hands, can drill wells as cheap as
Anyone needing water should drop him a &

. W
A ) Posteffice Box 605, or,Phones 905, Lexington, Ky. 3’
= -/////////////////,/’.
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He has been drilling wells

He

W
ycur wells \’,
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W. R. RENFRO

GEO.

W. DAVIS,
FUNERAL DIRECTOR AND LICENSED EMBALMER.

BOTH’PHONES—DAY 137; NIGHT 299.

i\

where we will be able to furnish the best of Livery
of all kinds at reasonable charges.

Horses boarded by day, week or month.

Special attention given to furaishing of carriages
for Parties, Balls, Funerals, Etc.

Wm I‘Imfon, Jr.

Dangers of

Defective - plumbing permits

. the entrance into the house

it of sewer gas bearing germs or

ious - disease to which
t.he uman system rea.dlly

saccumbs @ : 1 @

Sewer gas is not necessa.nly

Defectlve Plumbing !

ted in the sewer, but
CanA Tnlado. -Ohio, mtbeonly

|
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There is more Catarrh in this section
of the country than all other diseases
put together, and until the last few
yvears was supposed to be incurable.
For a great many years doctors pro-
nounced it a local disease and prescribe
local remedies, and by constantly fail-
ing to cure with local treatment, pro-
nounced it incurable. Science has
proven catarrh to be a constitutional
disease and therefore requires constitu-
tional treatment. Hall’s Catarrh Cure,
manufactured by F. J. Cheue; & Co.,

Just Miss
June

L—By Virginia Leila Wentz
" "
Summer after summer the same eld-
erly quiet people had come to Mrs.
Austin’s pretty country boarding house,
and the same noisy, vehement children.
Of course there had been some addi-
tions to the latter class, some defec-
tions from the former, but the charae-
ter of the company had remained much
the same. This year, however, came a
new boarder of a distinctly different
element. He was Paul Campbell, a
playwright of some reputation.

Being the only eligible man on the
place, Miss Austin had managed to
lay hold of Mr. Campbell as her es-
pecial property. At first he did net
mind. Were not her eyes sufficiently
blue? ‘Was there not always about
her the odor of orris and leliotrope?
But when he discovered that Doth
mother and daughter were trying to
work the matrimonial game upon him
he balked.

One warm day they had been down
to the lake boating, and now they had
turned their faces homeward.

“If you find the path rough for fash-
ionable heels or tear your gown with
the brambles or scrateh your face with
the wild rosebushes, on your head be
the consequence.” Paul Campbell was
warning Miss Austin, who had capri-
ciously chosen a path throngh the
woods, while he had wisely indicated
another.

“I don’t care. It's

too hot to breathe
today, and I know this is the shorter
way. It'll get us home more quickly
than the other.”

“Well, it must be
served Campbell, with something like
positive relief, remembering that the
arrangement would do
add to the difficulty of conversation.

“You'll have a good opportunity,”
threw back Miss Austin over her shoui-
der, “of determining whether my hair
is all my own.”

“Its glory,” answered
quick always in saying the required
thing, “must blind me to its defects, if
there be any.”

“So good of you to make the qualifi-
cation!” retorted Miss Austin.

Iiere and there the brier roses bloom-
ed in all their exquisite pinkness.
Campbell absently broke off a spray.
Absently, too, he pulled the leaves
from the stalk. Then he chanced to
look upon the pink bud.

With a whimsical, half tender ges-
ture he thrust it into his buttonhole,
Oh, he was a fool, beyond doubt, to
fancy such a connpection. But those un-
ostentatious little petals, showing their
delicate veins as they tapered upward
and infolding so much wild sweetness,
reminded Lim of Miss June.

single file,” ob-

June was Mrs. - Austin's younger
daughter. She had wide, dark eyes
and teeth of pearl, but slie was not
beautiful, iike her sister Jane, Their

| names, in fact, many of the boarders
thought, ought to have been turned

about, for June was just like her sis-
ter's name, while Jane was as flushed
and .jubilant as summer's first month.

“There’s a pleasure as well as a
credit in dressing her,” June had once
overheard her mother say when she'd

something to |

| columbine and handing it to her.

| were scarlet now; a flame spread hotly |

Tikes to-be with you,

i lady vor. a sauabbling child.

e .-mm'en\ -w.xtcmng the fiash of a m'
“Shé

through a rift in- the foliage.
Mr. Campbeli,
I'in sure. And 1'm sure”—here the
pearly teeth cauglit the scarlet under-
lip—"Jane’'s neither a staid knitting
And why
I'm not beauti-
I'm just”—

showld you miss me?
ful like Jane.

“Just Miss June,” finished Campbell
simply. But there was a world of
quiet pride in his voice,

June trembled beneath his words and
knew not why she trembled. Baut there
was sufficient dramatie force in her to !
zo toward the making of a great |
actress. She spied a spray of scarlet
columbine on a gray rock overhanging
a dark pool. Unconsciously the con-
trast of colors struck her artistic eye,
and she made use of it all to hide her
sudden emotion.

“Will you fetch me thoxe columbines
that wave from the rock and throw
colored patehes on the pool, Mr. Camp-
bell?” said she quietly.

But when he had gone her hand went
for support 1o the column of the beech,
her bosom rose and fell and her wide
eyes.dilated, then half closed.

“Oh, dear God,” she prayed inward-
Iy, “I've never had any one in my
whole life really to love me. And he is
s0 big and so knightly. Don't let me
imagine a vain thing that would break
my heart. Let me remember that I
ani plain—and that he is just kind.”

“Here,” cried Campbell cheerfully,
coming baek with a bunch
“The
just matehes your lips, little
It was not alone her lips that

scarlet
maid.”

Lover her c¢heeks.

tof  spangles,
i brightening,
| her

Campbell, |

1y to

In a few
laughing, smoothing out her blue ging-
ham frock,
myself as a bewitching fairy princess
I'll hold® you responsibie, sir. But I
must be going now. I'm still Cinderel-
Ia,” she added.
to make the salad dressing for lunch-
eon.”

And so the fragrant summer month
drifted irresponsibly on.

One warm evening when the air was
filled with the gold of fireflies, a maze

now darkening,
Mrs, Austin came out on
side poreh,
wias  vacant, and swung her portly
weight none too gently into the ham-
mock. The silver of the moon was be-
ginning to tremble
the garden path that wound -toward
the front gate.

“Those locusts sound awfully shrill,”
thought Mrs. Austin, trying ineffectual-
put the hammock in
Then she lay there inert, yielding to
the drowsiness of the air.

She must have dozed off a bit, for
suddenly she started as is the way of
oune who tries to capture one’s waking
wits.

“And you know, dear, that I love
you. I guess I've been loving you right
from the first, but I didn't realize it
till"—

Two
moonlit

the
and were

just passed
path
shadows

gate,

ficures had
patch in the
emerging into  the
streteched toward the
Austin couldn’t exactly
were, hut she recognized Campbeil's
rich, deep voice,

“At last!” she eried, smiling broadly.
“Well, Jane deserved it—and she’ll
bhave a zood husband.” She raised her-

! self up in the hammock. Sleep had

slipped Jane into a thin white frock |

and brushed her glossy
was twelve years ago. June was only
six, but her fragile little hands had
gone togetlier in mute protest, and her
eyes had grown larger with half under-
stood pain.

June, whom her household and the

curls. That

summer boarders saw; June of the in- !
fugitive !
that was |
Paul |

frequent speech, the shy,
smiles and proud, reticent air—
not June of the woods whom
Campbell had grown to know. June
of the woods had an elusive grace,
shining eyes, laughter as silvery as the
rippling streams, exquisite fancies,
quick, dramatic gestures and withal a
delicate, childish abandon of spirit.

“Well,” asked Miss Austin as they
came out from the woodland path on
to the sunny road, “have you settled
the affairs of the nation? I
back at you once or twice, hut you
were in such a brown study you didn’t
notice me,” she pouted.

“Miss Jane, how could that be pos-
sible?’ mocked he courteously.

“Pshaw!” she said, twirling her sun-
shade indignantly. “I believe I'm noth-
ing but a peg for you to hang compli-
ments on"—

“You are the magnet which attracts
them,” he corrected. Suddenly Miss
Austin lifted her eyes.

“That wild rose bud in your coat is
very pretty. Will you give it to me for
a remembrance of the day?”

Campbell's fingers closed upon the
bud to detach it; then he remembered.

*No, Miss Austin,” he laughed,
thrusting his hands into his pockets;
“it weould be inappropriate. When 1
go to the village tomorrow I'll get you
some roses from the florist’s.”

One morning several days later they
were in the woods togethier, June and
be. under the silver column of a beech
tree. She sat beside him, with her
slim, brown hands folded in her lap
and the wild rose buds withering in
bher dark hair. The pink of them had
somehow stolen to her cheeks.

looked ! made of silver,
.

She
was happv toﬂay in sthe of the fact
her. -

fled,
Now, just
the cook,

at that moment: Sarah,

gate. As she came abreast of the wide
porch Mrz, Austin leaned over the rail-
ing.

‘Sarah.,” she whispered, with mater-
nal pride in her voice, “was that Miss
Jane who went out of the gate then
with Mr., Campbell?”
ment rather than a question.

“No'm,” said Sarah, looking up quick-
Iy: “that wasn't Miss Jane, ma’am; it
wias just Miss June.”

Catnlozue of Misnomers.

“\ silver shoehorn is a misnomer,”
gaid a phildlogist. “So is a wooden
miicstone. So js a steel pen.

“A shochorn is a piece of horn, ac-
cording to iis name. How can it be
then? In like manner

[ a wilestone can't be made of wood—

though they have them, the same as
nutmegs in Counecticut—nor can a pen,
which strictly means a feather, be
made of steel.

“Irish stew is a dish unknown in Ire-
Iand. Jernsalem artichokes were never
heard of in Jerusalem. DIrussian blue
does not come from Prussia, but from
the red prussiate of potash.

‘Galvanized iron is not galvanized.
It is zine coated. Catgut is not the gut
of cats, but of sheep. Kid gloves do not
come from kid skins, but from lamb
skins.

“Sealing wax has no wax in it, nor
is it a byproduct of the seal. Worm-

i wood bears no relation either to wood

or worms. Rice paper is never made
from rice. Salt is not a salf.

“Copper coins are bronze, not copper.
India ink is unknown in India. Tur-
keys come from our own country, from
Turkey never.”

A Lazy Peet.

Laziness does not always confer the
long life elaimed for it by Dr. Herbert
Snow. Of proverbial laziness was
Thowson, the poet, drowsing away the

of the |

moments she jumped up. !

“If ever I come to regard !

“I promised mother !

now !

which, for a wonder, !

motion. |

that |
so Mrs. |
see who they !

who had been buying some |
i ribbon and ruching in one of the vil- !
lage shops, bappened to enter the front

It was a state- |

‘greater part of his life in his garden
|at mcmnd. nstenlntto .

The Way Thix Deautitul Wood Wam
. Brought Into Fashion,

Every one knows how effective and
handsome mahogany is when used for
good furniture, but few of us know
how its value was first discovered.

In the latter part of the seventeenth
century a London physiciam bhad a
brother engaged in trade with the
West Indies who on one occasion
brought home several logs of mahoga-

oy as-ballast. The doctor was building
i a house, and his brother suggested that
! the logs would serve for ceiling beams,

orders to the workmen to make use of
the mahogany, but their tools were not
equal to the task of euttiifg the hard
wood, and the logs were put out of the
way in a corner in the garden.

Some time afterward the head car-
penter tried to make a box from the
wood, but was unsuccessful with ordi-
nary tools. He told the doctor, who
Iw:\s interested in the bafHiing timber
and ordered heavier tools to be made
to work it with, says Home Notes.
When this was done and a box at last
made and polished, it was so handsome
that a bureau was made from another
of the despised logs, and this was de-

{eraze for mahogany set in, aad furni-
ture mace froi: it beeaine Lighly popu-
lar, th: Dhichess of Duckingham

then

fostering ihe craze in the fashionable |

worlkl.

A Sea Sernent Identified.
Some forty years agy, when out with
i a boating party for seagull shooting, I
espied a monster fish basking on the
surface of the water, with its head weil
up in the air, The creature allowed us
to get within thirty yards, when I sent
two charges of shot into its head, with
i the resitk that it rolled over on its
back, and our beat soon came up to it.

It proved to be a large angel shark., I
| thought I would make quite sure it

was dead and sent two more charges
| into its upturned belly. T must have,
unfortunately, burst its air bladder, for
it began slowly to sink. Had I not
{ killed it at first, and had it reared its
head and flapped its wings, we should
| probably have added one more story
t to the loug list of sea serpent fabrica-
tions.—Manchester Courier,

through the leaves |
of the trees and to show patches of |

“he Forgetful Saurian,

A coloved preacher took some ecandi-
dates for immersicn down to a river in
 Louisiana. Seeing some alligators in
the stream, one of them objected.

“Why, brother,” urged the pastor,
, Yean’t you trust the Lord? IHe took
care of Jonah, didn't he?”

“Y-a-a-8,” admitted the darky,
whale’s diff'rent. A whale's got a
mem'ry, but ef one o' dem ‘gators wus
ter swaller dis nigger, he'd jes’ go ter
i sleep dar in de sun an’ fergit all "bout
 me.”—Woman’s Home Companion.

“but a

clared by experts to be so superior to !

e ana i - Mmakine wonde | § 2
other furniture making woods that thei up until they have put in twenty years,

. swer of the physician,

Acting on the proposal, the doctor gave

This Accounts For Dyed Locks
Nurses Sometimes Show,

“Yes, she’s a good nurse, doctor,”
said the patient rather reluctantiy,

“You dou’t mean that,” was the ap-
“What's the
matter with her? Come, tell me.”

“Nothing,” began the faint contradic.
tion. *“She's quiet, fidy and sympa-
thetic, but, doctor, her hair's dyed. 1
could see it plainly yesterday when she
gat between me and the window.”

The doctor did not speak for a g-
ment. He did not even look surprised.

“Such a nice nurse, t00,” went on the
patient. “Why should she do such »
foolish thing?”

It was then that she learned from the
doctor that dyed hair is not nearly <o
uncommon in the ecase of frained
nurses as might be supposed. Sick pep.
ple like to have young nurses about
them. Even physicians have a weal.-
ness for the young nurses. They he.
lieve that their interest and enthusiasm
are greater.

* “The nurses’ term of usefulness ig
short enouzh as it is,” this physician
gaid, “for the work is so exhaustive that
they must soon succumb. Some of
them are compelled to give up after
ten years. Few are ever able to keen

“If they feel that gray hairs. comine
perhaps a little earlier than they are

due, arve going to make the term of
their best days even briefer they are

driven to hiding those traces of time
and overwork by the use of hair dye,
and the number that do make use of it
is very much larger than anybody sup-
poses.”—New York Suan.

Butterflies That Live on Fish,

The butterfly was blue and transpar-
ent. As through blue glass its tiny
heart coull be seen beating inside its
body, and the professor read a news-
paper articie through its lovely Dbluz
wings. “This,” he said, “is the ptero-
poda, a Mediterranean butterfiyv. It
eats fish. On its tongue are rows of
pointed hooks. They serve as teeth.
This beautiful creature would turn up
its nose at a garvden of roses and lilies,
but it would feast ecstatically upon a
putrid eel. Now and then a pteropoda
is found on the Florida or the Califor-
nia coast. It is only abundant, thougi:,
in the Mediterranean.”

The Power of Intuition.

“The power of intuition usually spok-
en of as being so mysterious is really
not so at all,” said a woeinan recently.
“It is merely the ordinary method of
reasoning from observation intensified,
The so called intuitional person differs
from the one of more commouplace
powers in possessing a keener sensi-
tiveness to facts. She or he, for it is
absurd to assert that this power is ex-
clusively feminine, observes a thou-
sand things that persouns of duller sense
fail to see and that are beyoand the con-
trol of the most skillful actor.”—New
York Tribune.
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HEADQUARTERS FOR

DUFFY’S
‘! Pure Malt Whiskey.

NOTHING BETTER FOR

Medical and Family Use.

Made of Pure Malt.
physicians and used.in the foremost hospitals.
consumption, grip and malaria

We also sell the following brands of whiskey: Van-
Hook, Sam Clay, Mellwood,

| OLD VAN HOOK, $2 per gal.
L. SALOSHIN,

Both ’Phone—Home 255: E. Tenn. 29.
Corner Main and Seventh,
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Prescribed by all
Cures

Pom(le.\ter, Chicken Cock.
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